62                                  IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS
'I ask no questions: read them, and write them down legibly/
He took the paper, tore off. the margin, and placed the line in* his snuff-box.
'Give me that paper in pencil, with the mark of sealing-wax on it.1
He snatched it, shook some snuff upon it, and shrunk back. It was no sealing-wax: it was a drop of blood ; one from the heart ; one only ; dry, but seeming fresh.
'Read.'
'Yes my dear mother, the greatest name that exists among mortals is that of Sydney. He who now bears it in the front of battle could not succour me: I had advanced too far: I am however no prisoner. Take .courage* my too fond* mother: I am among the Arabs, who detest the French: they liberated me. They report, I know not upon what authority, that Bonaparte has deserted his army, and escaped from Egypt/
'Stop instantly/ cried K16ber, rising. 'Gentlemen/ added he to his staff-officers, 'my duty obliges me to hear this unbecoming language on your late commander-m-chief: retire you a few moments. . . . Continue/
'He hates every enemy according to his courage and his virtues: he abominates what he cannot debase, at home or abroad/
'Oh!*  whispered Kleber to himself,   'he knows the  man so1 well/
'The first then are Nelson and Sir Sydney Smith, whose friends could expect no mercy at his hands. If the report be anything better than an Arabian tale, I will surrender myself to his successor as prisoner of war, and perhaps may be soon exchanged. How will this little leaf reach you? God knows how and when!'
'Is there nothing else to examine?' 'One more leaf/ 'Read it/